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'SCEN E, 4 room @ Hornius 5 boufe. 
A oldie croſſes the Stage, Ho ratia feline, 2 


Hox AA. 


8 T AY, foldier—As you parted from my faber, 


Something Loverheard of near concern, = 
But all imperfectly. Said you nat Alba n 
Was on the brink of fate, and Rome determin's 
This day to cruſh; her baughty gd power, 


Sold. Twas fo. refolv'd - = 2 
This morning, lady ere I left the camp. hd 
Our heroes are tir'd out with ling” ring war, 1 
And half- unmeaning libr. | e 

Horatia. Alas! Thop'd' ' . 355 
The kind remorſe whic rouch'd the kindied dete, 
And made their ſwords fall lightly on the breaſts 
Of foes they could not hate, —_ have produc's.. 
A milder reſolution . Then this . 


Is fix'd for death or conqueſt ?t—— + £8 TY 1 04 


To me death — 
Whoever conquers !——-TI detain you, Sir; 4 
Commend me to my brothers, fay, I 3 
But wherefore ſhould I wiſty; the gods will crown 


Their virtues with the juſt ſacceſs 5 merit. KT 
vet let me aſk you, Sir | 1 0, 
Sold. My duty, lady, f | 

Commands me hence; ere this have e engaged; - 
And conqueRt's ſelf would lofe its charms to me, Y 
Should 1 not ſhare the danger: + W A 
$ As the ſoldier goes out, enter Valeria 81 


J. 8 tooking firft an the ſoldier and brn baden, 
My dear Horatia, wherefors wilt thou court © . 
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1 THE ROMAN FATHER. 


The means to be unhappy, til! enquinng 
Srill to be more undone ? I beard it too ß; 
And flew to find thee, ere the fatal news | 
Had hurt thy quiet, that thou might'ſt bave learnt i it 
From a fiiend's tongue, and drefs'd in gentler terms. 
Horatia. O, | am loſt, Valeria, 1-& to virtue. 
Ev'n while my country's fate, the fate of Rome, 
Fa s on-the conqueror's ſword, this breaſt can fee! 
ofter paſſion, and divide its cares. 
A io me is Rome. Would'ſt thou 1 n 
I would have ſent by him thou ſaw'f departing 
Kind wiſhes to my brothers, but my tongue 
Denied its office, and this rebel heart 
Ev'n dreaded their ſucceſs. O Curiaties, Ar 
Why art thou there, or why an enem 
Valeria. Forbear this ſelf-reproach, of ts bobend, | 
And who can blame thy fears? If fortune make him 
A while thy country's foe, ſhe cannot eancel x 
Vows regiſter'd above. What though the prieſt | 
Had not confirm'd it at the ſacred akarz * © 
Yet were your hearts united, and that union 
| Approved by each conſenting pe ent's choice... 
Your brothers lov'd him as a friend, a brother _ 
And all the ties of kindred pleaded for him ; 0 
And ſtill muſt plead, whate er our heroes teach un 
Of patriot · ſtrength: Our country may fomand _ 
We; ſhould be wretched, and we muſt a n 
But never can require us not to feel En - 
Mur we are miſerable ; un el 
11] give the lie to virtue. 0 | 7 
Horatia. True: yet ae. 19 1 
A Roman virgin ſhould be mere than woman, .. 
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Are we not early taught to mock at pain. 


And look on dagger with undaunted eyes ? 7 
But what are dangers ? what the gbaſſlieſt form: 3 | 
Of death itſelf ? O were I only bid 7 
To ruſh into the Tiber's foaming wave 


| $woll's 6 e e Sefiom abs hah” . 


Of yon Tarpeian rock, whoſe giddy ſteep: | © +7 Mt 
Has turn'd nie pale with horror at the lights. ns | 
= think 15 8 were wee ; but to Ear 
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THE ROMAN RATHER” 5 , 

Theſe, ſtrange viciſſiiudes of torturing pain. af l 77 
To fear, to doubt, and to deſpair my, do k— : - 

Valeria+ why deſpair have we fo idly lad. . 
The nobleſt leſſons of our infant days, A 68. 
Our truſt ahove ? Does their not ſtill reman , 
The -wretch's lat retreat, the Gods, Home. 
'Tis from their awful wills aur evils ſpring, - - 
And at their altats we may find relief. 
Say, ſhalbwe thither|?—look,not thus ae 3 + 
Bat anſwer me. A catfigence in them, ( C xr * "x 
Even in this ariſts of aur fate, will calm 
Thy troubleidfoul; and fill hy breaſt with hops. 5. 2 | 

Hor. Talk hot abhope!; the wretch on AER $ 

is 3 


„ "© 


Who heats/the, vitorks threats, and ſues hi 
Impending oer ham; fee no ſurer fare. 1 I 
Tho' leſs Jelay's than mine.—W hat ſhould 1 51 1 


That Alba eee eee R 
Wini Man DEC wh | 

Valeria. Forbear, ber lama 8 5 * N 
Nor fright me vithithertbought-, Rome cannot fall. *  . 
Think on the glorions battles ſhe has fought -- |, + - I = 


Ha the once failed the rs 17 75 
And has not her immortal founder promis eg 7 
That ſhe ſhould rife the miſtreſs of the world? f . | 'Wi 

Horatia. And if Rome, conquers, then Horatia 3 1 


Valgria. Why wilt thou form . . 
Induſtrious to he wretched? Is it then | | 


come impoſſible that Rome fuld triumph, rs nnr A | 14 
nd Curiatius live s he muſt, he hails - + „„ 
Prot cting Gods ſhall ſpread their wields: around , „ 16 8 1 
ind love thall combat in Horatia's cauſe. I 


Her Think eas bre fr ce. ven, 


is balls 2007 great u iveme uch a- Hz: Wl 

vr could it ever come, I think, myſelf, n | 1.2 
hu loft in dave, thus ahject Jam,. TE: . 7 
ſhould d. ſpiſe the ſlave ao 8 F 
lis country's. ram.? Veimhertal powers! | 
love his fame too ali pes hogs, 97S. 20 T2 | 
tleaſt I hope I doy/$0:withahum. mine fe 11 -* 

i wi tennis whidh he muſt blech owe.” 1c 9:1 TN bar 

bat e eee by” 
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5 THE ROMAN FATHER: * 


'Did*it thou not wiſh me to the temple ?—Comez-! 1 AN 
| I will attend the. thither t the kind gods 27 91 
Perhaps may eaſe this ihrobbing heart, and een, * 
At leaſt a temporary calm withinn T 
| Valeria. Alas, Horatia, tis not to the temple 60 
[ That thou wouldſt fly; the ſhout alone alarms | wn 
7 But do not thus anticipate thy fate; | * 
Why ſnouldſt thou learn. each chance of varying war | 55 
Which takes a tbouſund turns, and ſpifts the 0 lo 4 
From bad to good, as fortune ſmiles or frowns? + 1 8 
Stay but an hour perhaps, aud thou ſhalt Know f 
© RE The whotecat once, —Pl ſend A= fiy\myſelf.-. 1 I”. 
| "To(eafe thy doubts, and bring chee news of joy. 
4 Horatia. Again, and nearer too I muſt attend hee 
WEL Vajeria. Hark! tis thy father” 8 voc, 4275 comes co ml 
cheer thee. ren N Nor 
„ Enter Horatius ind e ke N 23 CP 
Hor. [ Entering: ] News from thecam my child 
Save you, ſweet maid ! [/zeing Valeria: 7h en 
s Your brother brings the tidings, forlalas, - N av 
| Jam no warrior now ; my uſeleſs age 1 
3 Far from the paths of honoùr loiters bere 024; A 
* In ſluggiſn inactisity at home. kat . * water l 
Let l remember: — n Bt: ik 1$4F 
Horatig. You'll: forgive us, Sir, . TA”. ad 
If with impatiencewe expect thetidings. 
Hor. I had forgot; the thoughts of wha I was 
Fagrofs'd my whole attention. Pray, young ſoldier, - 
Relate it for me; you beheld che ſcene, Fepfr att Ws 
And can report it juciy. 5 11508 25. e 
Val. Gentle ladj x7. e We 
The ſeene was piteous, ee its end be ee a 
Hlior. Peace O my wanne, n by what 1 | 
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means. 1 0 

val Tuere tedious, hy; 2 7 zerren ww 

Peas Io paint the difpoſition of che, field? 7 b1 b & 
| . - "Suffice it we were arm'd, and front to front 1 
|. _ | © > The adverſe legion hoard: the trompet's found: 6481 
? Bat vain was the alarm, for motionleſ ep, bats 10 


Wo And wrapt in thought they fiood; the'kindred; ranks”: 3.40 

R's” Tha e e ayer, vor daf d io u e 
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HR ROMAN FATHER: ' 5 Y 
The fault'ringſpear againſt the breaſt they. loud. 
Again th' alarm was given, and now they: ſeem'd 
Preparing to engage;'1when once again 
They hung their dreoping heads; and inward ee $1 
Then nearet drew, and at the third alarm, * ) & 
Caſting their ſwords and uſcleſs. ſhields ae. 


Ruſh'd to each others ame. l #455 o 
Hor, *Twas fo, juſt ſo, „ | 
(Tho' I was then a child, yet haye Gear Nei SurT 


My Mother-weeping oft relate: the ſtory) 

Soft pity touch'd the breaſts of mighty chief? | 

Romans and Sabines, when the matrons ruſh'd-., .' - -. 

Between their meeting armies, and onpos dd 

Their helpleſs infants, and their heaving breaſts - 

To their advancing ſwords, and bade them there 

Sheath all their vengeance. —But I interrupt a TH 

Proceed, Valetiug, they would hear th” ev ο,j,jƷjñjjU :: 

—And yet methinks the Albans—Pray go on. FTE 
Val. Our King Hoſtikus from a ring wanna 2 


Peheld the tender interxie w, and join dl OE 1 RT 


His friendly tears with theirs ; then ſwift ; 5 — . 


Evꝰ'n to the thickeſt preſs, and cried,; my wears | 40 | 


lf thus we love, by are we enemies? 4 Ls 
Shall tern ambition, ritalſhip of power, 5 15 < 542 
Subdue the ſoft humanity within us? Wo ar 2 N 
Are we nc join'd by every tie of kindred, il 


And c Lege nde dend to compoſe: Na e 


Theſe jars of honour, theſe nice principles 1 


Of viriue, which in feſt the nobleſt mind 


Hor. There ſpoke h is country's father]! ens 
The flight ot earth born kings, whoſe low e | 
But — — lay the face of nature waſte | 
And blaſt creation! how was it received? 8 

Val. As he himſelf could wiſh; with ea vader. 
In ſhort, the Roman and the Alban chi Wie ee. 
In couneil have:determin'd, that ſince glory. 1:-549.28H 0 
Muſt have her victims, and each rival tate, . AR 


* 
1 
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Aſpuingits dominion ſcorns to xield, age 8 . of T 0 | 


rom either army ſhall be choſe three 8 "op 
To fight the gaufe alone, and whate'r tate 


Shall prove ſuperior, OT IO pave JE a. 
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3. THE ROMAN FATH ER T- * 


, 
| Your idle fears are od rr 1 —5 153% 4 b 5 


But ſtill:wethinks, I like not this, to 


They bade me greet ne eee 


5 you, e * 


Shall fix th“ imperial ſeat, and both weite; 8 ITEM 
Beneathione common head. arizin * be 316 
Horatia. Kind heaven, I thank end | . 
Blelt be the friendly grief chat touched cheie fouls ** 
Bleſt be Hoſtilius tor. the genetous counſel! ad 
Bleſt be the meeting'chiets! and bleſt one! 15 
Which brings the gentle Anger ed got 11 
Valeria. Now, Horatia, ner hn 


Horatia. Vet one remains. 1 * 
Who are the a er they yerelefrds. | 19g 
Has Rome 1. anale nie: 
Val. — The Roman chbeft now meet in council,” 


And aſk the preſenge, of dg ge Heraus 1500 


Her. ¶ After having ſen mou ſome timd in * Þ: 4700 


The Roman cauſe to fuch a ſleuder rag 


Three combatants : tis de e 1862 af 


Horatia. ¶ lu u fights] My father! 21.0 N 
Hor. 1 might perkaps {gent 2.— Bab 
Horatia. Do not, _ | A I {a ++ 7 
Oppoſe the kind _—_— 8 eee 
Fal. Reſt ſatisfied,” en 857. 25201 a6 2097 51 


Sweet lady, 'tis fo folemnly 3 to, 725 n 12 0 F Hinds 


Not even Horativs's advice can ſhake ie t od Feds 
Hor. And yet *rwere well to end theſe eel bots 1, 
The neighb'ring ſtates mig he take advantage of them 


— Would I were wung again! how gloriodss 
Mere death in ſuch; Ne e v nee ah vr. i 
Some of my boys may be ſelected for t K. 


Perhaps: may:conquer—grantime that, kind FRO 4.30 I 


And cloſe my eyes in trauſport ax" "gy henry ood 
Pli but diſpatch ſome neceflary orders, 10 


And. ſtraĩt attend the. Daughter, if thiu 169 R 


Thy brothers, let thy priyers be pour d to He, n — A; 


That one at leaſt may ſhore the glorious taſtk . [Wxges 


Pal. Rome cannot truſt wy oauſe toworthiel bands. 


- ti ee 2510 10 off 1, Weber, J 185 fo ar 
This is your home, 1 nos; your lovely friend, 1 


1 ,30% 
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Aid rus ofer ales bed foenan; of war. 
FI mo we are women, brother, we are Ro- 


Not to be ard with adde, tho? not proof - 
Gainſt all alarms, when real danger threatens, 


A 


Horatia. wii fore 3 My brothers, al 


Sir, you ſaid were we 
Saw you their noble friends the Curiatii? 


The — perhaps permitted it. het 


Val. Yes, lady, 
T left them joeund in your brother's . : | 
Like friends whom envious ſtorms awhile bad path. 


Joying to meet again. 


Horatia. Sent they no meſſa 

Val None, fair one; but u. general a at, 
As friends would bring unbid. 
Horatia. Said Caius nothing 7. 

Fal. Caius? | 

Horatia. Ay, Caius, — did he mention me 3 

Val. "Twas ſlightly if he did; and feapes me 1 
O yes; I do remember, when your brother 
Aſk'd him in jeſt, if he had ought to fend, * | 
A ſigh's ſoft waftage, or the tender token © 
Of treſſes brajded to fantaſtic forms Es 
To ſooth a love-ſick maid, . (your pardon, lady,) > 
He ſmil'd, and cry'd, glory? s the ſoldier's m ffreft, 

Hale Sir, you'll - oe me=—fomething of Mr 

portan ee | 


My fathes'm have buſinel Valeria, | 
y fathes-may/ —0 ee, 5 


Talk to thy bruder know the fatal truth. 

1 dread to "Prat and let me Jearn to die, Ph 
Curiatius has indeed for me. 58 5 be 
Ful. She ſeems diforder* f n 


Faleria. Has ſhe not cauſe? vt Coord OF F 


Can you adminiſter the bateful potion, 
And onder at th effect? 
Zul. Von talk in riddles? 24454 547-1 {9 
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Valeria. ES 're TROY brother, which 7 OY 


. unfol 


uo; you affect forgrie. "Was Curiatius 
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10 THE ROMAN FATHER. I 
Indeed fo cold? poor ſhallow artificec . 2 
The trick of hopeleſs love! I ſaw it plainly, + Nay 
Yet what could you propoſe ? an hour's uncaſineſs To 
To poor Horatia; for be ſure by that tine 
She ſees him, and your d;ep-wrought ſchemes are air. II m 
Fal. What could I do? this peace has ruin'd me; cut 
While war continu'd, L had gleams of hope / 
Some lucky chance might rid me of my rival, 
Aud ime efface his image in her breaſt. 
But NOW =nn— N 
Valeria. Ves, now you muſt reſolve to follow __ 
Th' advice I gave you firſt, and root this paſſon 
Entirely from your heart; for know ſhe ddats, 
Ev n to diſtraction doats on Curiatiys ; - . * 
And every fear ſhe felt, while danger threaten d, 
Will now endear him more. 61 | | 
_ - Pal. Cruel Valeria, 
 » , Youtriumph in my pain Ain? 
Valeria. By heaven I do not, _ 
_ I only would extirpate every thought 
Which gives you pain, nor leave one fooliſh wiſh 
. For hope to dally with. When friends are mad 
1 75 Tis moſt unkind to bumous their diſtradtion: 
| Harſh means are necefary.'. > + yall 
| Val. Vet we firſt . : 
„Should try the geogtet, * . 
1 FVuleria. Did 1 not? Ye powers e 
Did I not ſooth your l your fondneſs, _ 
While che leaſt proſpect of ſucceſs remain d' 
Did I not preſs you ſtill to urge your ſuit, 
| Intreat you daily to declare your paſſion, _ - - 
i Seek out unnumber'd opportunities 
oth And lay the follies of my ſex before you? STIR): 
Pal. Alas, thou know'ſt, Valeria, woman's heart 
Was never won by tales of bleeding love: 3 
Tis by degrees the fly enchanter works,, 
> N name, and fits the ſoul 
For ſoft zmpreſſions, ; ere the fault'ring tongue, 
And g ty-bluſhing cheek, with many a glance | 
Shot inadvertent, tells the ſecret flame. | | 
alcria. True, theſe are arts for thoſe. that love ag 
„leiſure ; * e 7 


4 


ts 
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THE ROMAN FATHER. 
You had no time for tedious ſtratagem z.., |» 
A dang'rous rival preſt, and has ſucceeded. - _ 
Fal. I own my error—yet once. more aſſiſt me— 
Nay, turn not from me, by my ſoal I meant not 
To interrupt their loves.—Yet ſhould ſome accident, 
Tis not impoſlible, divide their hearts, 
I might perhaps have hope: therefore till marriage. 
Cuts off all commerce, and confirms me wretched, 
Be it thy taſk, my ſiſter, with fond ſtories, . 
ouch as our ties of blood may countenance, - 
o paint thy brother's worth, his gouer in arms, 
His favour with the king, but molt of all 
hat certain tenderneſs of ſoul which ſteals 
Al womens hearts, then mention many-a fair, 
o matter w bom, that ſighs to call you ſiſter.. 
Valeria. Well, well, away—Yet tell me, ere you go, 
How did this lover talk of his Horatia? 
Val. Why will you mention that ungrateful ſubjeci 5 
hink what you have heard me breathe a . times 
Then my whole ſoul diſſolv'd in tenderneſs; 
Twas rapture all; what lovers only ſeell, 
); cat expreſs when felt. He had been bete, 
ut ſudden orders from the camp detained him. 
arewel, Horatius waits me- but rememberr,r 
y life, nay more than life, depends on you. [Exit. 
Valeria. Poor youth! he knows not how I pity his diſ- 
et dare not ſeem to pity What I feel. is (ow 
ow mall I act betwixt this friend and brether? _ - 
hould thi ſuſpect his paſſion, ſhe. may doubt 
ly friendſhip too; and yet to tell it her 
Vere to betray his cauſe. No, let my heart 
ith che ſame blameleſs caution ſtill proceed; 
o each ,inclining moſt as moſt diſtreſt: 
e juſt to beth, and "_ to, heay u the reſt, . . [Exit 
A QF" II. | 
| . Scene continues, 8 
Eater Horatio and Valeria. 
| HoririA. Eats iS. en ad 
i LAS, wow ach do we admit 
5 The thing we wiſh were true] yet fn, decks. 9 


144 £3 
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| 14 THE nn OTIS 


This ſeeming negligeace of Curiatius 25 
Betrays a ſecret'eolinefs at the 95" 1 
May not long'abfence, or the charms of war, 
Have damp'd,” at leaft, if not wah, his rasa: 


3 


I know not what to think. 2 bo 3 
Valeria, Think my Horatia, peg} 5 Ts 
That you're a lover,” and have' "FP FED FB 
To raiſe vain fcruples, and torment” NR. : 
With every diſtant hint of fancied Al. 
Your Curiatius Milt retmaifs the ſame. | 
My brather idly trifled with your . BY 
Or might perhaps unheeding gly relate _ 
What you too 2 feel. But ſee, your father. 
Horatia. Hefeems traifptrted; ; fure ſome happy news 
Has brought him back thus early: O my heart! 
I 1 yet dread to afk bim ; ſpeak, Valeria, N 
Euter Horatius. 
Valeria. Yowre'foon return'd, my lord, | 5 
Hor. Return d Valeria! RT 
My life, my ywutb's retuin'd, I tread in air. 
I cannot ſpeak; my joy's too great for utterance. 
— O could 1 weep !—ty ſons, my ſons are choſen,  - 
Their country's combatants, not one, bur all. 
Horatia. My brothers, ſaid you, Sir, 
Her. All three, my child, 
All chree are champions in the cauſe of Rome. 
O happy ſtate of fathers! thus to feel 


New warmth: revive, and ſpringing life es. 


3 


f Y +» 


Even on the mil - Ming go bh "oY 
Valeria. The t 5 nan 
Of n is ĩt br e ITE: | ee 
PPP tage 0 OY CO 
Perhaps decides our doom. 4 08 


- Valeria. And'is it Known 2 N 85 5 fg : Nat 
With whom they muſt engage? 2 
Hor. Not yet, Valeria; * 


But wich impatience we ie moment 


The reſolutions of:the Alban ſeh are. 
And ſoon may they arrive, that ere we quit 


You h d, dhe chieh' who dar 264 
on KATE MO Tas, b 
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THE OR FP HAN. 13 

Cham. Is ſhe your daughter! then my heart told . 
And I am at leaſt her brother by ado 1 2 * 

For you have made yourſelf to me a 

And, by that patent, | have leave to love "_ 

Bars Monimta, thou haſt told me men are falſe, 

Will flatter, feign, and make an art of love: 

Is Chamont fo ? no, ſure, he's more than man, 

Something that's near divine, and truth dwells in kim, 1 
Acaſt. Th us happy, who wou'd envy Ne ing 

The luxury of courts, ot wealth of cities: 

Let there joy thro” all the houfe this day 1 | 

In ev'ry room let plenty flow at large! 

It is the birth-day of my royal Master!“ 

You have not viſited the Court, . | 

Since your return? 

Cha. I have no bus'oeſs chers 
I have not flavith temperance enon 2.3 
T' attend a favourite's heels, and watch his ſmiles, ; 
Bear an ill office done me to my face. 

And thank the lord that wrong'd me for his favour. - 
Acaſt. This you could do. | Cee e 
Ca. I'd ſerve my Prince. Tit: 

Acaſt, Who'd ſervè him? 

4. I would, my lord. 

Pol. And I 2 both would. 

Acaſt. Away 5 | 
He needs not any ſervant ſuck as ne | 
Serve him! he nierits more than man can do! 
He is ſo good, praiſe cannot ſpeak his worth: 
So merciful, ſure he ne er flept in wrath! 

So juſt, chat were he but a private man, | 
He cou'd-not do a wrong! How: wou'd you ſerve him 72 
Caf. I'd ſerve him with my fortune here * mw 
And ſerve him with my perſon in his wars: Na 
Watch for him, fight or him, bleed for him. Das DER 

Pol. Die for him, 2 * 

As ev'ry true- born loyal ſubjoct i 4 * 

Acaſi. Let me embrace ye both now bs the fouls. 
Of my brave auceſtors, I'm truly ha * ne 
For this be ever bleſt my matriage . 975 e 
Bleſt be 1 55 mother's oo that bor 2 5. 35 


bas of Aud 
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And doubly hleſt be that auſpicious hour 
That gave ye birth! 
Euter 2 

Serb; My ord, th' expected gueſts are joſt-artived. f 

Acaft," Wr give em welcome and reception. 

[Ex. 
Cha, My lord, 1 fand in need. of vour — 
* that concerns my peace and honaur. 
of, Spoke like the ſon of that brave man I lov? 
80 7 ae riendly we-convers'd together. | 
What'er it be, with confidence import it, 
Thou ſhalt command my fortune and my ſworxd. 
Cham. I dare not doubt your friendſhip nor your „ 
Your bounty ſhewn to what 1. hold moſt dear, 
My Orphan Siſter muſt no be forgotten 
Acaſl. Prithee no more of that, at grates any matace. — 
Cham. When our dear parents dy'd, they dy'd together, 
One fate ſurpris'd %em, and one grave receiv dem; 
My father with his dying breath dna 'd b 
Her to my love my mother, as the lay 
Languiſtring by him, call'd me to her de, 

Took me in her fainting arms, wept and onibrac'd'1 mo; ; 
Then preſs'd me cloſe, and as the obſery'd my tears, 
Kiſs'd them away: ſaid ſhe, Chamont, my fon, 

By this, and all the love I ever ſhew'd: thee, 

Be careful of Monimia ; watch her youth; 
Let not her wants betray her to diſhonour : 

Perhaps kind Heav'n may raiſe ſome friend. Then fi igh'd, 
Kiſs'd me again; ſo bleſs'd us, and —— 

Pardon my grief. | 

Acaſt. It ſpeaks an honeſt nature. 

Cham. The friend Heav' n rais'd was you, you cook 

bauer u 
An infant, to hy: deſart World expor'd, 

And prov'd-another parent. 

Acaſt. Pve not wrong'd her. 

Chan. Far be it from my fears. 

Acaft, Then Hh this argument ? 5 

Cham. My lord, my nature's jealous, aud 8 
Acaß. Go on. bear it. 
Cham, Great cpirite bear misfortunes hardly : : | 
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THE ROMAN FATHER. ag 
How. blames the full delay. of Alban councils, | 
And chides the ling“ ing minutes as they paſ:, 

Till fate determines, and the tedious chiefs 18 
Permit his abſence; thou would'fl pity him, 8 
But ſoon my ſiſter, ſoon ſhall every bar 
Which thwarts thy happineſs be far away. 
We are no longer enemies to Alba, BEA 
This day unites us, and to-morrow's Tun _ 

May hear thy vows, abd make thy friend my brochen. 
Hor. [ Having talted af art with Valeria. } 
'Tis truly Roman. Here's a maid Horatia, 

Laments her brother loft the glorious proof 
Of dying for his country, Come, my ſon, 
Her ſoftneſs will infe& thee, prythee leave her. 
Horatia. [Looking firft on ber A and, 45 ten- 
Aerſy on he, brother. Wer 
Not dll m ſoul has. pour'd its wiſhes for him. Th 
Hear me, pr god of war, protect and fave him. 
Linger. 
For thee, and thy immortal Rome, he fights, 
Daſh, the proud {pear from every hoſtile hand 
That dares oppoſe him; may. each Alban oaks 
Fly from his preſence, or his vengeance feel! 
And when in triumph he teturas to Rome, [LR 16 
Hail him, ye maide, with, grateful ſongs of praiſe, 
And ſcatter all the blooming ſpring before him. 
Curſ'd be the envious brow that ſmiles pot then, 
Curs'd be the wretch that wears one mark of forrow, 
Or flies not thus with open arms to greet him. Y 
Enter Tullus Hoſtil us, Valerius, and Guards. 
Fs "The king, my lord, approaches. | 
HM aciogs Sir, whence comes this condeſctr o | 
J Good old man; 8 TA 
Q 45 I have, found a noble? meſſenger: . 
I would havs ſpar'd myſelf th' ungrate ful a n 
O.' this day's embaſſy, for Which 6 
My news 1 a Pele 5 
FT rt: Mi aty king, | 1 
Forgive an old man's SEE ELITE have not ſure 


M. de choice of other N ſong, 'S 
Muh, * not fight plows? * OT” | 
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Tul. Too ſure they muſt. - „„ 
Hor. Then I am bleſt! F 
Tul. But that they muſt engage | 
Will hurt thee moſt, when thou ſhalt know with ab: 
Hor. I care not whom, 

Tul. Suppoie your neareſt friends he 
The Curiati were the Alban choice, - 
Cculd you bear that? Could you, young A, deppen 

A conflict there? | 


-- 


Pub. I could perform my duty, | a 
Great Sir, tho“ even a 8 ſhould i me. 
Tul. Thou art a Roman] Let thy king embrace thee. 
Her. And let thy father catch thee from his army. 
Ta. [To Publius] Know then that trial muſt be thine, 
Abe Albans - | 
With envy ſaw one family produce | | 
Three chiefs, to whom their country dar'd. entruſt - * 
The Roman cauſe, and ſcorn'd to be 8 8 
Horatia. Then I am loſt indeed ; was it for thie, 
I pour d my . ers to den F Sause 
Pub, My ſiff n off ; 
Pal & y Horatia l 
Her. O fooliſh , to FRET 5 ene 
Here, bear her 1 am concern'd, my . 
That even the meaneſt part of me ſhould blaſt 
With impious grief a cauſe of fo much glory. 
But let the virtue of my boy excuſe it. i 
Tal. It does not amply. She has _ for forrow, 
The ſhock was lden, and mi 'ght we wi "Ty 
A firmer boſom. The weak ſex demande 
ur pity, not our anger ; en Treg 
| We lgaye her to her tears. For you, young (lair, * 
You muſt prepare for combat. Some few hours 
Are all that are allow'd you. Bur I charge you 1 0 
Try well your heart and ſtrengthen evety Bookie 1 
Of parriot in you. Think bow dreadful tis n 
- .. Toplant a dagger in the breaſt you love ; 3 
Jo ſpurn the ties of nature, and forget 
Ia one ſhort hour whole years of TITS a fiend 1. 
Think well 6s that. 1 
Pal, | do my gracious ee Fa 
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And think che more! dare ſabgue tee * ma 
The more my glory... e 
Jul. True; but yet Confide et, 8 3 

Is it an eaſy taſk to change affection???2 
In the dread onſet can your meeting eyes 
Forget their uſual intercourſe, and wear” 

At once the frown, of war, -and ftern defiance? 
Will not each look recall the f nd teme mbrance 
Of childhood paſt, when the Whole open ſoußpß 
Breath'd vordial love, and plighted many a vow ' 
Of tend'reſt import ? Think on*that, young ſoldier, . 
And tell me if thy breaſt be lilFunmy'd.?. 7... oats - 

Pub. Think, not, O king, howe'er -refaly'd-on com- 

I fit fo looſely to the bonds of hature, 

As not to feel their force, - I feel it ſtrongly. | 

I love the Cariatii, and would ſer ve them 

At life's expence: But here a nobler cauſe 
Demands my ſword: Fot all connection elſe, 

All private duties, are ſubordinate © 
To what we owe the public. Partial dies 


Of ſon, and father, huſb:md, friend, or brother, 


Owe their enjoyments to che public ſafety, 

And without that were yain —Nor need we. Sir, 
Caſt off humanity, : and to be heroes 

Ceaſe to be men. * As in our earlief days, | 
While yet we learn'd the exerciſe of war, | 

We ſtrove together, not as enemies, od | 


Vet conſcious e each of his . worth, ag. | 1 4 
1 A, 


And ſcoraing esch to vie ſo will we nx +7 
Engage with ardent, 545 with hoſtile minds, 


Not fir'd with rage, but emulous of. fame. 1 ters 
7 /. Now I dare truſt thee: 29 and teach 5 bro - 
To think like thee, and conqueſt is your OW Wu. 
This is true cqurage, not the brutal force 3 5 7 8 


Of vulgar heroes, but the firm reſolve 


| 1 Fi 
Of virtue, and of reaſon,.. He 7285 thinks . wy a xt 
Without their aid. o bine in dee 5 arms, 58 . 
Builds ona fandy baſis his renown. . . fot 5 75 41 


A dream, a vapour, gr an ague fit 
May mate 1 coward of bim Come, Homutins,” 5 
E. by other 9s ſhall meet 296) at the e 


vs 
11.1 e £ 


—_—_— — —_ — = — — - — — 
= - — — — 
0 ' b .: Ow — 
— üwꝛmjq ] X 7«²A ˙ 1A no owes AE enki 
— — * — — — a 


If eber you lov'd Horatio, ever felt 
That ter derneſs which you have ſee md to e 
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For now 1 do bethink. me tis not fit enn 


They ſhould behold their fitter thus alarm'd. - 


Haſte, ſoldier, and detain them. . one hf the re. 
Hor. Gracious Sir, 


| We'll follow on the 2 NU 


Tul. Then farewel, NM 252 3 5 
When next we meet, 'tis Rome kind / bers " 0 
[Exit with freed. 
Hor. Cre, let me arm thee for the glorious toil. 
J have a ſword whoſe light? ving oft has blaz'd ; 


— 


Dreadfully fatal to my country's foe; N. . 
Whoſe temper'd edge has cleft their haughty OE 


And ſtain'd with life- blood many a reeking plain. | 
This ſhalt thou bear; myſelf will gird it , 


And lead thee forth to death or victory. (Going | 


And yet my Publius, hall I own A weakneſs? 
"Cho" | deteſt e cauſe from whence, they ſpring, 1 


1 feel thy ſiſter's forrows like a father. . 8 
She was my ſoul's delight. | nn 


Pub, And may remain ſo. 


This ſudden ſhock has but alarm'd bas virtue, | 


Ne t quite, fubdu'd irs foice, At leaſt, my father, 
Time's lenient hand will teach her to endure 
The ills of chance, and tea on conquer love. th 
Her, Should we nut ſee her? | 
Hub. By no weans, my lord; 


You heard the king's commands r my brothers, i 
And we have hearts, as tender ſvre as they. 


Might I adviſe, you fhoutd-confine her cloſely, 
Let ſhe inſect the matrons with her grief 


And bripg a ſlain we mould 30. with. W . 16 . 0 5 
On the Horatian name. | 


Her, Ir hall e 1 
Wel think no more of her. ru gt lory TEN 1 
And humbler paſbons beat alarms.in vain, (Sit. I 


[4s Horatids goes, F. Horatia enter, at FE, doors 
Horatia. Where 18 my brother PQ Q my Ne Pub- r 


O hear ber now |. 


Fal. . ks ths, WY 1 8 8 2 445 
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2 know not what I would lm on the rack, 
Deſpair and madneſe tear my lab' ring ſoul. 
And yet, my brother, ſure you might relieve me. 

_ Pub. How, by what means? By heaven, ru g. 

to do it. 

Horatia. You might decline the combat. | 2565 

Pub. Hax N 
r 1 do not 

pect it from thee... Pries look v 

nd yet is the requeſt fo very hard*?- 
I only aſk-thee/not to plunge thy word 

Into the breaſt thou lov'ft, not kill thy. friend 3 

Is that ſo hard might have ſaid thy brother. 

Pub,. What canfſt thou mean? Beware, beware He- 
ratia; 

Thou know'ft T dearly love thee, nay bn know . 

J love the man with whom I muſt en 

Yet haſt thou faintly read thy broth; fo ſoul, | 

If thou can't think entreaties-have the power. by 

Tho? urg'd with all the tenderneſs of tears, * | 

To ſhake this ſettled purpoſe : They m 


My taſk more hard, 44 wy ſoul bleed We me, 


But cannot touch my virtue. | 
Horatia. Tis not virtue + | £ 

Which contradicts our nature, un be Hes" Nenn 

Of i pride. Has Rome no Miawpibne- 1 

She could oppoſe but you? Are there no thouſand | 

As warm for glory, and as tried in arms, 


\Who might without a crime 1 408 to —_ 
Or die with _—_ nat | 


a” Pub. Aw | mats 268 
| Talk to thy * the But is not „. 15 4 
Thou would'ſ have in famous. e 5 4 


— 
- 
3 
* 


1 — 


Horatia. Q kill me net e N 


With ſuch unkind: reptoaches. Yeh, 1 on | 
I love him, more ö "&-3\ 
Pub. Thad a chaſte Roman 1 *. * 

Should dare confeſs. 


1 21 


a Horatia. Should dare what RAY my brother >| 
II had my father's ſanction on my love, Wager! 
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Should dare confeſs tis that the dreadful ime? 
Alas but Tpate him, ſpare thy friend, Horatius. 
And Iwill caſt him from my breaſt: than pe b on 
Will that-oblige thee ?—— 4 >. - du 

Pub. Why wilt thou talk thus madly >Love him gills 
Aud if we fall the victimis of our country (v0 
(Which heav'n avert !) wed, and enjoy him freely. 

Horatia. O never, never. What, my country baue! 
The murderet of my brothers ] may the the gods | 
Firſt ow out each, unheard-of vengeance on et 

Do not toi ment thyſelf thus idly -G, 
canfec thy ſelf, and be again my ſiſter. | 
Re. enter Horatious (with the tuord.) af, 7 
Hor. This word ih *Veii's feld What deft thou 
Leave him I charge thee, girl— Come, 3 * pub- 
Let's haſte where duty caſts ---. dave 

Horatia. What, to the fields? ns an 
He, muſt not, ſhall not go: bete will T hang - 
Or if you have not quite caſt off affection, 1 4A 5 

If you deteſt not your difiraed-ſiſter— - | ; 
Hor. Shame of thy race, why doſt "oe bang upon 
Wo uld'ſt thou entail eternal Tony 2 
On him, on me, on all!; W 

Horatia. Indeed I would net, * 

I know I aſk. impaſtbilities ; , ib 2rd Rac 1 dy 
Yet pity me, my Fd; 15 wht 4 DN RY | 
Pub. Pity thee?... 5 ; uit 
Be gone, tond, Fresch, nor * y demper chats . | 
By heaven, I love, thee as a brother oughlt. 512 . 
Then hear: my laſt reſolve ; if fate; averſe - "154 


To Rome, and us, determine my Jefruction; © © MN 
I charge thee: wed thy lover; be will then 205 h alfF ; 
Deſerve thee nobly. Or if kinder Gods 1 | 
Propitious hear the prayers of ſeppliant Rome, 6: ] 
And he ſhoyld-fall by-me, Ltheg expect en) by 1 * 


No weak upbraidings fer a lover's death, . 9 id ect 
But ſuch returns as ſhall, become thy birth, 

A ſiſter's thinks for having ſav'd her . 1 8 ; 
Ms Vet ſtay . Vet hear me, F one 


_ Ho: Say, bay, rath Sth Gut een 2 


Fn Swe hut # A 


114 
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— 


1 
* 


To do an outrage ige perhaps diſtant him, 2 
Horatia. Alas, forgive me, Sit =P'm very wretched, 
Indeed I am—Yet I will ſtrive to ſtop | 
This ſwelling grief, and bear it üke) your bauen, 
Do but forgive me, Sir. | 
Hor, 1 do, I do 


Go in, my child, the gods may find a way | F 15 


To make thee bappy yet. But on thy duty, 

Whate'er reports may reach, or fears alarm „ 

I charge thee come not to dhe field, 
Horatia. I will not, N 3 em 

If you command it, Sir. But will you then, bk 

As. far as cruel honour may permit, | 

Remember that your poor Horatia's vo. 

Hangs on this. dreadful conteſt ? [Amt dee 
Hor. [Lu:king after her.! 

Spite of my boaſted ſtrength, her pre 5 unman. me, 

But let = from my them ghts. The patriot's bread - 

No hopes, no fears, but 4 his country knows, 


And in her danger loſes private woes. „ 


* 


A 0 1 III. 
Scents continues, 
Valerius and Valeria meeting... 
Vartntus © , 
Now. my Valeria, where's the tc t the. S 


-- 


That calls me to her! with a lover's haſte 8 CEE 


I fly to 2 the dear command. | 
aleria, * Tis not the lover, but the riend . 
If thou dar'ſt own that name | * 
Val. The friend, r my filter “ + 
There's more than friendſhip in A lover's hk 
More warm, more tender 1s 2 flame he feels 
Valeria. Alas, theſe raptures ſuit not her dikreſs 2: 
She ſeeks th' indul 
Free from theſe miſts of paſſion, might direct 
Her jarring thoughts, eh plead. ber doùbt ful cauſe; _ 


Val. Am I that friend! t rh bt. 
or ries * wa 
5 4 a Neri ee, 
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ent- friend, whaſe ſober ſenſe, . . 
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With ſcorn rejects ber tears, her father flies A 


Valeria: Ves, Vall rius. 
ohe choſe you out to. be her advocate 


To Curiatus ; , 


. 
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*is the only. hope 
She now Jared cheriſh; "ues releotlefs brother. 


ag 


% 


And only you remain to ſooth her cares, -, 
And fare her ere ſhe 'finks, 7 | 

Val. Her advocate nn 

To Curiatius © AE 
Valeria, Tis to him ſhe fabai'; . . 

To urge her ſuit, aud win him from the feld. . 

But come: hex forrows will more frongly * ; 

Than all my grief. can utter. 8 * 
Val. To my rival F< | | 

To Curiativs plead her Cauſe, and ER | 

My tongue a leſſon which my hears hben! ; 

Impoflible, Valeria! prithee fay _ ol 

Thou faw'ſtme not; the buſineſs, of the camp | a0 

Confin'd me there; fare well. | [Going... 


Valeria. What means my brother? 
Vou- cannot leave her now ; for ſhame turn back 


Is this the virtue ok. a. Roman youth g 


Oo by theſe tears . 


Fal. They flow in vain, Valeria: 
| Nay, and thoy/Fnow'ftthey do. O ear 


This combat was the means my happier 2; 4a 

Found out to fave me from the brink of ruin; 

And cap 1 plead ag: inſt it; turn aſſaſſin 

On my own life? _ 
Faterias. Vet thou canſt murder ek! "I 

Thou doſt pretend to love ;, away, 1 8 0 7 S101] 


"Pl ſeek fome worthier meſſ:n 


In beauty's cauſe; but 


'{t 1 in orm 


n 8 


1th Te heaven 


er to plead 5 1 1 
4 
ach much Vaferius is the friend tie ought bim. bh 


Ging. 


* Vol. O heavens! lay, ſiſter ; tis an ardupus taſk. 


Valeria. I know the taſk is bard,,and thought, : knew 


Thy virtue. too. 


Fal. Lmuſt, I muſt, 1 will obey thee. 


Lead on. et pritbee, fox a 3 leave me 


Till 1 can — 4 my ſcatter'd thou ghts, 


* 


T HE ON r H AN. 


Only to ſweet Monimia Pre bequeath'd 

Ten thouſand crowns ; a little portion for her, 
To wed her bonourabiy, as ſhe's born. 

Be not leſs friends becauſe you're brothers. 


Enter erina. 
Ser. My father! 


Acaſt. My heart's darling ! EAR. 
Ser, Let my knees | 
Fix to the earth. Ne'er let my eyes haves reſt, 
But wake and weep, till Heav'n reſtore my facher. 


Acaſt. Riſe to my arms, and thy kind pray'rs are 
anſwer' d. 


For thou'rt a wond'rous extract of all goodnefs. 


B-rn for my joy, ang no pain*s felt When-near thee, 
Chamont ! 


er Chartohke, 


Cham. hn, may't prove not an unlucky omen *. 


Many I ſee are wafting round about you, 

And I am come to aſk a blefling too. 
Acaſt. May'ſt thou be happy! 
Cham. Where? | 
Acaſs. In all thy wiſhes. 5 


Cham, Confirm me ſo, and giaks this e mine: 


I am unpractis'd in the trade of courtſhi 
And know not how to deal love out with. art: 
Onſets in love ſeem beſt like thoſe in war, * - 
Fierce, reſolute, and done with all the force ; 
So I would, open my whole heart at once, 

And pour out the abundahce of my ſoul. 


Acaſt. What ſays Serina? Cant thou love a = | 


One born to honour, and to honour bred ? 

One that has learnt to treat e 'en foes with kindneſs. 3 
To 2 good man's fame, nor praiſe himſelf? 

Ser. name not Love, for that's ally*d to Jeu, 

And Joy muſt be · a ranger to my heart, 

When you're in danger. May 1 s good- -forjube 

Render him lovely to ſome happier maid ! _ * 

Whilſt I at friendly diſtance ſee him bleſt, We 

Praiſe the kind Gods, and wonder at his virtues. | 


Acaft. -Chamont; zi ue her, conquer, and . Di 


And, as my ſon, a third of all my fo ane 
Shall be thy lot. 47 Me: 


N thy 15 from waad'ring, man of Sale | 
s Beware 


_— 
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Beware the dangerous beauty of the wanton, 
Shun their enticements: Ruin, like a Vulture, 


Waits on their conqueſts : falſhood too's their buſineſ, | 


They put falſe beauty off to all the world, 

Uſe falſe endearments to the fools that love em, 

And when they marry, to their filly huſbands . 
They bring falſe virtue, broken fame and fortune. 
Mon. Hear ye that, my lord? 


Pol. Ves, my fair monitor, old men always talk thus. 


| Acaft. Chamont, you told me of ſome doubts that 
preſs'd ou: Fs 
Are you yet ſatisfy'd that I'm your fiend ? 
Cham. My yas! I would not. loſe that ſatis faction 
For any bleſſing 1 could wiſh for : 
As to my fears, already I have loſt *em : To. 
They ne'er ſhall vex me more, nor trouble you. 
Acaft. I thank you. Daughter, you muſt do ſo too. 
My friends, *tis late : 
Now my diſorder ſeems all paſt and over, 
And 1, methinks, begin to feel new health. 
Caſt. Would you but reſt, it might reſtore you quite. 
Acaft. W to bed; old men muſt humour weak- 
ne ſs 
Let me have muſic then, to lull and chaſe 
This melancholy thought of death awa 
Gee eee my friends! 
night ! 
Ta meta early we'll ſalute the day, 
Find out new pleaſures, and redeem loſt time, 


[ Exeunt all but Chamont and Chaplain. 


Chan, Hiſt, hiſt, Sir Gravity, a word with you, 
Chap, With me, Sir ! 


Cham, If you're at leiſure, Sir, we'll waſte an hour: 


*Tis yet too ſoon to ſleep, and *twill pe charity 
To lend your converſation to a firanger, 

Chap. Sir, you're a ſoldier 2 

Cbam. Ves. 

Chap. I love a ſoldier : 
And bad been one myſelf, but that my parents. 
Would make me what you ſee me: yer Pm honeſt, 
For all I wear black. | 

| Cham. And that's a vonder. 


15 | 0 Have 


2 
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Hear'n goad ye lt Good- 
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Fal. To Whom? 1 
Horatia. To Cariarios 8 bear; 755 | 
And tell him, if 4 e loved; 8 
If all the vows he were not ſalſe 8 
To cate thy unwary oy —and: fare. ts wo ou? 
0 tell hy Ae „ ee bonour ceaſe | 


To urge the. . "RH 
Of Rome and Alba will approve ſuch mild 

Tell him his wife, if he will own. that name, 

Intreats him from; the field; his loſt Horatia 

Begs on her N . knees he world not tempt 

A i him if be 9 arder_ her he loves. 
. him if be —— . the f ang oven! ſwears, 


. every God the vary 170 
know: e e N. bat hims . 15 yh 
With him, if 1 5 require it. 
She'll wander fant. 4 a eek owe tam home; 
Near think of Kin . more. * Gt, 
Valeria, Well, o not torment thy 
Horatia. 2 We api Joe — = 8 * 
2 'þon affent igy eh aubile Va lera hat. e 
Look here, 8 where my neeulle' 5 8 ne ACP 
Has As Sabine Virgin, drown'd in LY 
Far her loſt-cou rie 
While by ber ade ie a: We 515 * 


ir 28 10” 7 
Looks ardent harms h AWAY « MJ 
L amthat* arm lanes ee : Reid fo eue £1 


1 


* * 1 


'Twixt love and 10 n why bo, 1 L098 
dige haſte and hs 2 "nx 
K n 3 more to lay | oi | 
I "ka not At: W 28s 4 , <A UI MEE 1] ; 4 3 
Val. Co | I 


7 bm . 
Rite dae 


he 5 252 15 4211 


ee, 


But paint your 5 Fas 12 
1 need but tell it 5 54 N 


Horatia. It wen be ſo. Stay, Ay 


„ * # 4 


| | 5 i 


hic, | 
If he rejedts = Tait, vo e 


Shall force me'to his arms; 
T'It die and be NN he 
# atleria. - 
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Let not your paſſion blind your rea/on . x 
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Bat urge het cauſe with ardour. 
. Fal. By my foul 1 


1 will, Valeria; her diſtreſs alatms me; 
- And I have now no igtereft but hers. : 


15 Le. 


. Horatia. He's gone. —l had! a thou fand things 


And yet I'm glad he's gone. Thibk | 15 V 
Your brother will Sela; 3 they may e 


Before he reaches them. ks 
Valeria. The field's ſo near, 


That a few minutes bring Him to the bee; 


And ' tis not probable the ſenators 
So ſoon ſhould yield a cauſe of ſo walk Fate.” 


Look on that fondneſs which has ſtabb d bis ie!" | x 


He may regret too late the facrifice 
He made to love, and a fond woman's weakneſs, 
And think the milder] Joy ys of ſocial life 


But ill repay him for 


Of patriot-reputation'!' - 
Valeria. Pray forbear, 285 

And ſearch not thus into eventful time 

For ills to come. 


He will admire thy love, which could perſude him 2 


7.4 


e mighty dos 6 th 


To give up glory for the milder triumph 


Of heart- 


It eaſe and ſoft humatii ty 


Wo - 


. 15 


Fi gy 


T 


$4. « 
SS 7 a# + 


1 218%: 


tc $4 


. * 


7 
4 
1 
77 


Horatia. Ard yet mould 1 ſucceed, the Nerd 5h 14 
| Tin | Trad 
May chance to rob me bf my future price. "a OX 4J 

He may notalways with the eyes of Joy — 


Horatia. I fain would hope ſo. Vet we hear not of 


our brother, much 1 fear, has od in N 
auld we not ſend to urge higflow exptets ? 2 


him. norun 
Im. 


5 


This dread uncertainty! 1 2 to nose 17 1 Hh 
My life or death at once. 


. Valeria, Shall I to the Walls? 


hs | YE oy +} 


I may from thence with eaſe — the geld, 8 


And can diſpatch a meſſenger each moment 


WL tell thee"all goes well. 


thratia., My beſt Valeria! f 4 2 8 x 
3 by l 1 know thy 5 hey . 


4 


h/ #4 *® 
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Thu art a Roman maid, and tho” thy friendſhip © = 
Detair s th eę here with one who ſcarce deſerves 
That ſactel name, art anxious for thy country. 
But yet for charity think kindly-of me 
For thuu ſhalt find. 17 9 5 Valeria, N 
Iam a Roman too, owe ver wretched, * [Exit Valeria, 
Am la Roman then? Top wers, I dare not 
Reſolve the fatal quteſtion I propoſe. | © 
If dying would faffice, T were a Roman; 
But to ſtand up againſt this ſtorm of paſſions 
Tr.nſcends a3 woman's weaknefs, Hark, what noiſe ! — 
"Tis news from Cüriatius; Love, I thank thee ! 


- * * * 10 


Tater a Servants 


Well, does he yield ? diſtract me not ith filence : 
Say in one word: 


Serv. Your father 
Hor. What of him? 
Would he not let him ield J PF VANE, father! 
Serv. Madam, he's hore —— 
Har. Who! 
Ser. Borne by his attendants, 
Horatia. What mearyſt thou? | 
g Horatius 15 led in by his ſervants. 3 
Hor. Lead me yet a little ouward | Wn 2 
. I ſhall recover ſtraight. | 
Horatia. My gracious Sire! 
Hor. Lend me thy arm, Horatia —80—my child, 
Ba not ſurpria'd; an old man muſt expect 
Therſe ditile ſhocks of rrp 4 xx are W IR FE 
To warn of hut end- L wa 
Horatia. Hob are you, Sie? | Mt Ani 247 
Hor. Bertor, much better. My frail body. could not 
Support the ſwelling tumult of my ſoul. 
Horatia. No aceident l hops alarm'd you, Sir! 1 
My brothers. · 
Hor. Here, go to the field again ; ; 15 
v Gun Viodicios; and obſerve EM hun: 
Each circumſtance 5 1 ſhall be COP to hear 3 
The manner of the fight”! n 


— 


3 ö OW” 4b no e ga 


* 
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. 


They are, Horatia ; but firſt Jet me thank thee , 


1 
1 
5 
4 
1 
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j 
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1 
4 
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"i [ Duris Ty ſpeech a ; ſervant gives 4 Paper . 


I 


For ſtaying from the field ; 1 would have len. 
The fight myſelf, but this uplucky ilinefs | 7 
Has forc'd me to reti Wber o is thy frie 


W bat paper's that ? vg doſt he 3 * 1 0 


Here let me open it. From Coons 3 
Horatia. O keep me not in cis e, my father 2 


Relieve me from the rack. 
Hor. He tells-thee here, 


le dare not do an action that Lol 1 . 
'Unworthy of thy love, and therefore — 
Horatia. Die! 9 EVE 
Well, Jam ſatisſied. ain : (4995 S'7 WB. s 1+ 4 
Hor. I ſee by this 1 
Thou haſt endeavour'd to * thy lover... 
To quit the combat. Could'ſt thou think, Hora 
He'd ſacrifice; his country; to . woman? SF 
Horatia. Ha 8 not what thought ; he proves too 
an ON 7. al. 
Whats er it IR nd 1 was.deceiv'd i in him. 5 
Whom J applied to. SHES 9 


Hor. Do not think fo, uung biens 
Could he with honour have deelin'd the gebt, 
I ſhould myſelf have join'd in thy tequeſt. 
And forc'd him from the fietd, But think, wy ei, 


Had he conſented, and had Alba's cauſe, WY 
Supported by another em, been baffſed, 


What then could'ſt thou expect Would he 8 
His ſooliſh love, and hate thee for 5 b T 
Nay think, perhaps, *twis artifice in thcee 


Jo aggrandize thy race, and lift their fame » 
Triumpbant oer his ruin and bis country%s.. | 


Think well on that, and reaſon muſt convince n | 
Horatia. [W. laly.] Alas, had reaſon ever dec 


| To talk er vrief;or bid the rottiar'd wech, en 
Nor feel his anguiſh > 'tis/impdtlible.. i 088, 
Could reaſon govern, 1 ſhould — att off 
8 were gag and count. the. tedious moments. 


4 ol 


ww, + we ed LI _ V»Þ 


r v fad . VV Yod bend frm fad 


* 


Till e ſmil'd, nnd Res again was free. 
Could reaſon govern, I ſhould veg of heaven 
To guide my brother's ſword, ag 3 it ** 
Ev'n in the baſom of the man. I love. g 
I hould forget he ever won my ſoul; | 
Forget *twas your command that bade me love him ; 
Nay fly perhaps to yon deteited field, 
And ſpur» with ſcorn his 2 body from me. 

Hor. Why wilt thou talk us? T rather be more ; 

calm : W 
I can forgive thy tears, they flow 'rom na- ure, 
And could hare gladly wiſh'd the Alban ſtate a 
Had found us other enemies to vanduiſh. N 
But heaven has will'd it, and heaven's will be done? 
The gloriovs expectation of ſucceſs | 
Buoys. up my ſoul, nor lets a thought iotrude 
To daſh my pr mis'd joys.— What ſteady 8 
Beamed from their eyes ! [Juſt ſo, if fancy's power 
May form conjecture from his aſter-age, 
Rome's founder muſt have look d, when warm in youth, * 
Aud fluſh'd with future conqueſt, forth he march'd 
Againſt proud Acron, with-whoſe bleeding ſpails 
= rac'd the altar of Feretrian Jove. 
ethinks I feel recovered ; I might venture 

Forth to the field again. What, ho | W 8 
Attend me to the camp. 2 


Horatia. My deareit father, Jes 
Let me inixeat your ſtay ; the tumult there 
Will diſeompoſe you, and a quick relapſe . : | 
May prove moſt dangerous. I'll reſtrain. my en. 5 
It they offend you. 5 v 3 1 
— 4 Well, i Il be advis'd. ' p 1 
»Twere now too late, ere this they muſt pate cas : f 
—And here s the happy meſſenger of glarys 2 
b "Enter Valeria. r — 4 
valria. Ait's + loſt, all's TW freedom i is no more!. 1 
Hur. What douſt thou lay? f | 1 
Valeria. That Rome's ſubdu'd by Abe. . 5 
Hor. It cannot be: where are my ſons ? all 6ad? 5 
Valeria. Publius is fall alive, che . W600 89 
ö Hare .. 


— 


And I wil r. * ye leadme * * 
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Have paid the fatal debt they ow'd their country. 


Hor. Publius alive ? you muſt miſtake, Valeria; 
He knows his duty better. 


He muſt be dead, or Rome victorious. 
Valeria. Thouſands as well as I beheld the combat 3 

After his brother's death he ſtood alone, 

And acted wonders againſt three aſſailants; 

*Till forc'd at laft to fave himſelf by flight. 
Hor. By flight? and did the ſoldiers let him paſs? 
Olam ll again !—the coward villain ! 


himſel into-bis haze, 
Horatia: Alas, my . bon 1 


Hor. Weep not for . girl; * 
They 've died a death which kings themſelves might 
. envy 
And whilſt they Iivd they ſaw their country free. 
O had J periſn'd with them ! But for him 
Whoſe 1 35 pious flight diſhonours all his race, 
Tears a fond father's heart; and ramely barters - 
For poor pecarious life his country's glory, 
Weep, weep for him, and let me join my teats! 
aleria. What could he do; my lord, when three op-- 


d bim? 
Hor. He wi might: have died !=O villa, villain, vip 
e 
—And he ſhall die; this arm ſhall ſacrifice 
The life he dar'd preſerve with infamy..  - 
LEE ndrawouring to rite. 

What means this weakneſs f tis untimely now, 
When Tſhould puniſh an ungrateful boy, Ws. 
Was this his boaſted virtue which could charm- —- 


His cheated ſovereign, and brought tears of j Jer. 


To my old eyes ?—ſo young a 14 erm 3 
O ſhame, ſhame, ſhame! | | 
Falerin. Have patience, Sir all Rome ; 
Beheld his valour, and approvd his flight. 
Againſt ſack oppoſition, 
Hor. Tell not me, 5 


| What's Rome to me? Rome may oe ber vaitorz 


But I'm the guardian of my houſe's honour, 


I would _ 


* 
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F'would have air. But grant me ſtrength, kind gods, 
To do this act of juſtice, and Vil i, i 
Whate'er *gaiaſt Rome your awful will decroe, 
Ye Rill are juſt, and e to me! 8 


ts. — — 


| * C Py IV. | 
| SCENE, a Room in Horatins's Houſe. 


Enter Horatius, Valeria following. 
Hos ATI 8. 


Avar. away .I feel my grength renew'd, 
And I will Tom the villains through the world ; 
No deſerts ſhall conceal, nor darkneſs hide him. 
He is well ſkill*d in flight, but he ſhall find 
Tis not ſo eaſy to elude the vengeance 
Oft a wrong' d Father s am, as to ee 
His adverſary's ſword... * 
. Reftrain your rage 
But for a moment, Sir; when you ſhall has. 
The whole untabel'd, you-will find he's innocent. 
Hor. It cannot be. 
Valeria. And ſee, my brother comes, 
He may perhaps relate 
Hor, I will not hear him: 
I-will not liſten to my-ſhame again. 


* . 
* n 


1 * : A 1 ? 
2. * „ 
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— — 
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RY 


Huter Valerius. 


Fal. L come with kind condolance from the ki 
To ſooth a father's grief, and to expreſs — 


Hor. I've heard it all; I pray you ſpare my bluſheg;.. * 


I want not conſolation, tis enough 


They periſh'd for. their country. But the a * * 
Val. True, he indeed may well ſupply their us * 


And calls for all your fondneſs. 
Hor. All my vengeance ; 
And he ſhall have it, Sir. 


Val. Vengeance, my lord ? What fault has NS COM 
matted? _- 


Er. Wh will you double my en thus ? 7. 


Is 3 
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Val. In ſuch a cauſe as his 
Twas glorious. , . 

Hor, Glorious! O rare ſophiliry, „ 
To find a way through infamy to glory! 

Val. I ſcarce can truſt my ſenſes 
What, was it infamous to'a ve his country ? . 


Is art a crime ? Is it the name of flight 


We can't forgive, though its ador'd effect 
Reſtor'd vs all to freedom, fame, and empire. 


lafamyl as 


Her. What fame, what freedom, who. has ſav'd his 3 


country ? 8 
Val. Your ſon, my lord, bas done it. 
Hor. How, when, where ? 


Val. 1% poflible? Did you not ſay you knew! . 


Hor. I care not what I knew; O tell me all, 
Is Rome ſtill free ?—has Alba? has my fon — 
Tell me. 


Val. Vour ſon, my lord, bas gain her champions: 3 


Hor. What Publius? 

Val. Ay, Publius. 8 | 
Hor. O let me claſp thee to RE 
Were there not three remaining ts 

Val. True, there were? 

But wounded all. . | 

Hor. Y cur ſiſter here, had told ue 


That Rome was vanquiſh'd, that my ſon was ſled 
Val. Andhedidfly, but *twas that flight preſerv'd us. 


All Rome us well as the has been deceiv'd. 


Hor. Let me 1 — en brace lice Cone, relate . 


Did 1 not ſay, Valeria, that my b 
Muſt needs. be dead, or Rome eiftoriaus 9 


I long to hear the m ner Well: Valerius. 15 
75 2 ur other ſons, my lord, had p id the debt 


Thepawis to Rome, and ne alone remain'd 
*Gainſt three opp nents, whe fe united ſirenyth, , 


Tho? wounded each, and robb'd f half their force, 


Was ſtill too great for his, ' Awhile-he ſtood 
The r ficrce aflaults, and then pretended flight 
Only to tire his wounded adverfaries. . 


Hor. Pretended flight, 1 this RAY watt, 


O glorious xd ! 


Vah 
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Fal. Tus better fill, my erg 
For all purſued, but not — 4 nal ſpeed. 
Each eager for the conqueſt a to teach kin, 
Nor did the firſt till *twas too late oo; 


11 


His faiater brothers fax be | 
Hor. He took them n fingly then ? 5 nh 
l rr sptay only. bye. Wer 0 2/1;2A | 
en Null! 


— did I ſee 

Such univerſal joy, as when the laſt 

Sunk on the ground beneath Horatius“ ſword ; 

Who ſeem'd awhile to parley as a friend, 

And would have given him life, but Caius ſeora'd 3 it. 


Paleria.. Caius © poor Tietz! 3g B46 
Hor. Ponte I charge thee. | I: 3 


86 dreſs thy face i in ſmiles, and bidt 54% 
Wake to new taanſports; let ec oy fo 


What is a lover laſt! Kings will ſeek; 
For her alliance now, aud wightieft chiefs JPY 
Be  hopgur's by ber miles. Fl) they mot, (youth ? 


Idi Valera. 


Pal, Mig ture; my.iord, thia'day has adder! worth. 


To her, w merit Was 'before unaqual lid. 

Hor. Ho could. {xl01bt bis lvirtuc — 
This is true glory to ꝓteſer ve hi cvuntey ,, 
And bid hy one brave act th*\Horatitin name a 
In fame's eternal volumes be enroPd. 
Methinks alread | behold hes triumph. 3 
Rome gazes on 1 like a ſecond — i 
Ere. ern perhaps, they will miſe — 
And even with ymns and ſacrifice adore 
The virtue] ſulpected - Gracions enen! 
Where is hef Let me flys dand ut his or” * 
Forget the father, and g ee 2 HO 2 
For loch iajuſtiee. * N 

Fial. The king ere is N 
Has from the fietd diſpacch'd Gs ; | he but ſay d 
Till he could ſend bim home with fomeflight honours 
Of ſcatter'd wreaths, and grateful ſongs of piaiſe * y 
For till to-moriow he poſtones the > 

Of ſolemn thanles, and ſacrifice to eee 73 — 
For JOEY refior'd... But 2 * <hat Allet 8 
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Which ſounds from far, and ſer ms the 3 voice 
Of thouſands, ſpeaks him on ward on his way. 
Her. 15 my heart dances b—Yet 1 blut von et 
Im. ' i Tx 17 7 A * 
But I will on. 8 Horatia, leavaiſCallivg 
; Thy ſorrow far behind, and let werft © nd the. Yor. 


< With © open arms to greet our Foo 4 
| | | bib mn Hortus. 


1 «113 197% 43 vor i ville don 


Enter Horatia an} val, to * alerivs, 


Horatia. Yes, Iwill g this far e e 2 e 
Shall be obey'd, and 18 il weet oy c: ohqgere | 
But not in ſmiles. 931! e 5 

Lal. Oigo not, i Indy gh o vw Tek - 
Might Ladviſe eee eee 


Fa eria. Your den are yet too freſn, f 
And may offend him; do not, my Han: 
Fal. Iodeed twere better to avoid his preſence, 
1 will revivę your ſorrows, and recall—— . 
| Horatia.. Sir, When I law you laſt 1 was a Womans. 
The fool. of nature, à fond Prey to grief, 
Made vp of ſighs and tenrs. But no, "ny ſoul ©... | 
- Diſdains the very thought of What Was: FE 
Obſerve me well; am T not nobly changd? er 
Flow my ſad eyes, or heaves my breſt e 
No, for I doubt no longer. Pis not rief, 7 _ | 
Tis reſolution-now, aud -fix'd- deſpair, * 53 50 | 
Valeria. My dear Horatia, you , terror een 
| Pe. 2281004 2228 CHIP 
What dreadful - purpoſe - dag chen np 0 peak! 
Val. Talk gendy to bet!. Heir bie yet,” weet 
lad x 210lgm bogs ett 5 NG: 9 
You muſt not go; whatever you ref8lve,”” eds 8 5 
8 is a fight will Then you: to We foul... | 
atia, What, 2 
; 151 L. Ala 1 1 wal be be gut 86 wat u! oa. q 
Au it * anne bas e851 }: 1 RN 5 
oralia. Gs » 1ohioq off wortoin-or : '« 
Val. Yaur, baother-wears in triumph nisten 10 
hays EAA ſcarf, I hore to Curiatius. 175 
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THE ROMAN FATHER, 35 
Horatia. ¶Wildhy.] Ye Gods, 1 thank yet? tis with 
* joy I hear it. 

If I ſhould falter now, that Gght would rouze 
My drooping 1 e, and ſwell the tempeſt louder.. 


hut ſoft; they may prevent me; my wild paſſion : 
Betrays my FEEL NONE. didemble with them. 


Le fits down, | 
Val. She ſoftens now. 
Valeria. How do you, my Horatia 7. 
Horatia. Alas, my friend, tis madneſs which lutter 
Since you perſuade me then, I will not go. 
But leave me to myſelf '; L would lit here; 

Alone in filent ſadnefs pour my tears, 5 
And meditate on my unheard-of woes, iT 
Val. (To Valeria -]* Twere welt to humor this. But "Ex 

may- ſhe,not, 72.5643 Nel 2 
If left alone, do outrage on herſelf? - dab k. 


Valeria. I have prevented that; 3 got near her 
One inſtrument of death. © 


Val. Retire we then, Hoy rug 
But oh not far, for now I feel my te > 
Still more perplex d with love. W ho e Valeria, 
But, when this ſtorm of grief has blown its fill, 

She may grow . and liſten to my vows. 
I [Exexnt Valerius and Valeria. 
A ger 4 ſhort N Horatia riſes and comes forward. 


„ Ves, they are gone; and now be firm mx | 
aul ! <8 $27 


This way I can Mia earch: be heart, 14 * 
I ich doats ke mines watt breaktobe at ease. at vc. 


Juſt wy: I1.thoaght,had Eariatiuglivdygt 109 
I could hape dreh A0 e ever; 5 . 
But deaf is cancel d allhmy4rongs wn AL; 


ey were notwrongs ; *twas virtue-wioN'andid us, us, 
And virtue ſhall unite us io che grave. 


I heard them ſay, as they departed hence, 
That they had obb'd me df- all meviis of dearth: © het a3 
Vain thought:!, they-knewinot half Pop 4 
Be refolute, my biather;: let ud Wen 2 
Unmanly fondneſg misgleabithat Ade df vic 15 
And I will r come — 13 1 


Tis 
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'Tis thaw alone canſt/give Horatia peace. [Exits 


SCENE, A Hreet ef E 
Chorws 7 end wirgins ſingiag and ſratiering branches 


of «oat, Nevers, Ges 7. bew enters: n 


the arm f Publius Horatius. 
Chokuvs. ] Thus, for freedem nobly w 


Rome her haſty tribute poy 
And on one victorious ſon N x 


Half exhauſts ber blooming hors. an 


A Yourn.) Scatter here the laurel crown, 1441 
Emblem of immortal praiſe ! - 

Wond ou youth ! to thy renaw wn 
Futute times al altars raiſe. 

A Viso 1K.) Scotter here the myrtle wreath, 
Tho' the bloodleſs victor's due; 

Grateful thouſands fav'd from dea 

Shall devote that wreath to you. 


N 
17 9 * * 
oy 


A Yourn.]S Scatter. here- the pre bough 3 It f wy 


- 


vd for one ave fate 


We Marcri d beflow—, e 2 "x phy 
He ſav d all who ſacd the ſtate,” N 


* - 
Fx - 30 @ 


Thou delt forgine me then, my deareſt . 
1 cannot tell thee half my ecſtae p. 
The 15 which goes thee firſt to my glad hopes - 
Was — . to this I'm mad with tranſport! | 


W hy are ye flent there ? again renew oe” un 


Your ſon gs of praiſe, and in a louder rin 
Pour forth your joy, and tell che lg ning ſpheres | 
That Rome is feed by 

Pub. No more, my 


s "dj 
4 4 *-/ 


Horatius Rand. 


Linke yours, is open to the charms 
bs rs im 555 beyond it, hen the mind 
u can with honeſt Pride 
225 Epen. and liſten to ts muſio. 


Ne now the tgils. I have ſuſtain?d require 5 55 ſe 5 
1 Their ingarygl ofcorto n 5 


* 


You” muſt e 


83. A, W 
To ME. -.\ you, here FRE 227 fort, n 
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1s deaf to pleaſure, —Let me leave you friends ; 
We're near our home, and would be- private now : 
To-morrow we'll expect your kind attendance - 
To ſhare our joys, and waft our thanks to heaven. 
{As they are going off Horatin ruhe tn. 
Horatia. Where is the mighty chief? | 
Hor. My daughter's voice 
bade her come; the has forgot her ſorrows, 
And ts again my child. x 
Horatia. Is this the hero 
That tramples nature's ties, and nobly foars' 
Above the dictates of humanity ? 
Let me obſerve him well. 
Pub, What means my ſiſter? 
Horatia. Thy ſiſter! I diſclaim the impeovs title 
Baſe and inhuman ! Give me back my huſband, 
My life, my ſoul, my murder'd Curiatius! 
Pub. He periſh'd for his country. 
Horatia. Gracious gods, | 
Was' t not enough that thou had'ſt murder'd him, 
But thou muſt triumph za thy guilt, and wear 
His bleedipg ſpoils ?—O let me tear them from thee, 
Drink the dear drops that ifſu'd from his wounds, 
More dear to me than the whole tide that ſwells 
Wich impious pride a hoſtile brother's heart. 
Hor. Am I awake, or is it all illuſion ! 
Was it for this thou cam'ſt? | 
Pub. Horatia, hear me, OB, 
Vet I am calm, and ean forgive thy folly : - - 
Would I couldcall it by no harſher name. 


But do not tempt me farther. Go, my ſiſter, 5% 


Go hide thee from the world, nor let a Roman 
Know with what inſolence thou dar'ſt avow 

Thy infamy, or what is more, my ſhame | 
How tamely I forgave it.—- Go, Horatia. ſthen? 


Horatia. I will not go.— What have I touch'd thee. 


And canſt thou feel ?—-O: think not thou ſhalt loſe 
Thy ſhare of anguiſh. I'll purſue thee ſtil, 
I'll be the fury that ſhall baunt thy dreams; 

Wake thee with ſhricks, _ place before thy ſight + 


Thy 


| 


—— — 
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Thy mangled friends in all their pomp of horror. 

__ Pub, Away with her; tis womaniſh complaining. 

Think'ſt thou ſuch trifles can alarm the wan 

Whoſe nobleſt paſſion is his country's love? 

Let it be. thine, and learn to bear affliction. 
Horatia. Curſe on my country's love, the trick ye 

teach us Wu} | 

To make us flaves beneath the maſk of virtue. 

To rob us of each ſoft endearing ſenſe, . 

And violate the firſt great law within us. 

I ſcorn thę impious paſſion, - 

Pub, Have a care J 

Thou'ſt touch'd a ſtring which may awake my ven- 

geauce. | | IS 
Hvrati a. {;Afide.] Then it ſhall do it; : 
Pub. O, if thou dar'ſt prophane $645. 

That ſacrid tie which winds:about my heart, 

By heaven I ſwear, by the great gods who rule 

The fate of empires, tis not this fond weakneſs 

Which hangs upon me, and retards my juſtice, 

Nor even thy ſex, which ſhall protect thee from me. 
2 5 ICiapping his hand upon his ſword. 
Hor. Drag her away—thouPR make me curſe thee 

Il — - / _ Fa © 

Indeed ſhe's mad Ons [To Publius. 
Horatia. Stand off, lam not mad-— ' v2 

Nay, draw thy ſword ; I do defy the murderer, + 

Barbarian, Roman! — Mad! the name of Rome 

kes madmen of you all; my curſes on it. 

Riſe, riſe ye ſtates, (O that my voice-could fire 

Your tardy wrath !) confound its ſeHiſh greatneſs, 

Raze its proud walls, and lay its towers in aſhes ! 


Pub. I'll bear no more *TDranving his ſword: | 


Hor. D ſtraction — force her off— . 8 
Horatia. Sa e Could I but prove the Helen to 
. 20007 17 Bebe ce 1 

This curs'd unſocial ſtate, I'd die with tranſport: 

Gaze on the ſpreading fires—tili the laſt pile 

Sund in the blaze then mingle with its ruins, 
£46. Thou ſhalt not live to that. 
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39 - 4 

Hor. Aſſiſt me re 8 J | 

Drag tear her off: Publius—O my ese | 
Spare, 187 a father! [ They force her of | 


Pub. [Ager a pauſe.) My whote foul's imor'd, 
And Rome's immortal genius flirs. within me! 


Yes, ye dread powers, u hoſe everlaſting fires 
Blaze on our altars, and whoſe ſacred ſhields 
From beaven deſcending, guard imperial Rome, . | 
1 feel, Ifeel your wrongs. —Por you I fought, | 
For you I bear the Word. Lead on, my friends. [Exit, | 
Har. [Looking at him as hb: goes ont.] How dreadful, 


yet how lovely 1s his virtue: [Gaing after biz. 
Enter Valerius, and 220 or three ſervants. h 
Val. Le Horatius. ] Saw ou your daughter, 


Hor. N Vale „ | & 7 FS 
I yet ſtand (RT AS on the brink.of Fo | 
And ſcarce, Fan hiak the repeal momept paſt. 
She has been here, and with ſuch i impious Qutrage - 
Aſſail'd her brother, that our utmoſt force 
Scarce ſav'd her from his Award, 

Val. But ſhe is ſafe ? | 
Hor. Yes, from the ſword ſpe is; 0 
But mad as the Cumæan maid ſhe raves, 
And pours inceſſant curſes on her country. _ 
Miſguided giti! | 

I muſt not = her now; Publius will think 
That I neglect him; every pang I feel N e | 
Afftonts his virtue, and each idle doubt ; 
Is treaſon to the ſtate his. arm has vd. . 
O my divided heart! | 4 Bits 
Val. Publius will. think { | Batt Re 
Then” tis in me, it ſeems, become a crime s J 6 SM 
Ev*n for the foſter ſex to let their anguiſh 36 
Tranſport their ſouls beyond the. bounds of reaſon. | 
Our heroes would new-mould humanity; 
And tie down madneſs to the pedant rules © 
Of dull diſcretion, —Dar'd attempt her life! 
Le; me not think on that. I will avoid him, 


Ez "=; 


g 


5 Is * 
A 5-4 


— re E 
—— 2 . — 
0 — —— 


40 THE ROMAN FATHER. 


Till T am calm again. Go ſome of you 

"This way, ſome that, and fearch my ſiſter out. 

Say if I meet her not, I ſhall return 

And wait her bere,—This violence of grief 7 
Cannot laſt long; and ſuch a heart as her sx 
So form'd for paſſion, ſo acceſſible 

To tender pains, may learn once more to prove, | 
The pleaſing tranſports of reviving love. [Exeunt. 


— — — — * 
A. C- T „ | 
Enter Valeria and a Servant. 


| VALERIA. . diferder.. 


gerd not me— Did you pot ſay, my brother 
Was here? Where is he? Yet I know not why 
1 with him here, bet that my durſling heart 


May vent its griefs, and find a refuge for them. 


Serv. Madam, my lord approaches, 


Enter Valerius. NO a 
Valeria, O Valerius, 


Horatia, poor Horatia's loſt for ever; „ 


Her unrelenting brother 

Val. Deareſt ſiſter, 

Compoſe your fears. She has eſcap'd his rage, 

But now I faw her father, and his care 

Has ſav'd her from the blow, and begs your aid 

To ſooth her tortur'd mind. | 
Valeria. What ſays my brother ? 

How. ſav'd ! alas, too ſure ſhe dies this moment. 

She had no father there! theſe eyes beheld © - 

The fatal ſtroke, and theſe ſad arms receiv'd her. | 

Nor had J left her now but to obey | 


Her own commmand, and by 1atreat'es force. 


Her cruel brother to her. 

Val. [With amazement.) When was this ? 
Where was it ?— Say, Valeria 

Valeria. When Ileft you Ss 
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To ſeek ſome diff*rent way our hapleſs charge, 
Led by the noiſe from ſtreet to ſireet I ran, 
And came at laſt where through the gather'd crowd 
I ſaw but could not reach her. Wild ſhe ſeem'd 
Struggling with all that would oppoſe her paſſage, . 
And trying every method to provoke _ 
Her brother's fury. With dire blaſphemies, 
Which ſhock'd my trembling ſoul, her tongue profan'd- 
Each awful name, and not a god eſcap'd 0 
Her imprecating rage. | 

Val. Well, well, enough; 
But come to him. | 

Valeria, Silent a while he ſtood, 
As the dead calm before the thunder rolls, 
Nor anſwer'd to her rage: then, rous'd at once, 
As if ſome inſpiration touch'd his ſoul, | 
His boſom. heav'd, he rais'd his eyes to heav'n, 
Then burſt in tears, and Whilſt he wept he drove 
The poniard to her heart, and thus he cried, 
Thus periſh all the enemies of Rome! 


— 


Val. Thou ſeem'ſt to plead his cauſe. | 


Valeria. Alas, my brother, 
I ſpeak but what I ſaw. 
Val. Where was her-farher? - 
Valeria. I know not, but ſome chance they ſay, de- 
tain'd him; 3 ESA 
He ſcarce had left the crowd, and thought her ſafe. - 
Val. Scarce left the crowd, and thought her fate ?--: 


O gods, 


BM Twas I, 'twas I detain'd him; in.that moment 


The horrid deed was done. - Where are they now ? 
Valeria. J hope with ber. She fear'd ſome fatal vio- 
lence, | +8 | 
und therefore begg'd me to intreat them to her. 
Val. And have you ſeen ghem ? Are they friends? 
Valeria, O no, 5 —. 5. Of | | 
found them high in wrath : 'The poor old man 
orn with contending paſſions rhreaten'd oft 
eſtrution on his ſon, who with diſcain _ ; 
aid bare his breaſt, and bade him ſtrike the blow). 
3 . The 
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The patriot then took place, and he would wiſh 
He never bad a daughter. My approach jj 
Alarm'd them both; but Publius ſoon reſum'd 


His wonted firmneſs, bade her father po 


And mmgle tears w ich hers, he would not ſee her, 


Nor dar'd r- Hute his conqueſt with het preſence: 


Haſt thou no heart, the father cried, and look 9 
Unutterable forrow ; at which f. igt * 
He yielded, and obeyed. I left them then 
To ſeek you eut—My brother, you fegard not 
What I have ſaid. —You hear me not. 
Val. Valeria, n 
Revenge is buſy here. Yes, thou proud chief, 
In ſpite of all the glories which forround thee, | 
I yet may craſh thy pride! | 
Valeria. You will not kill him? 
Val. Kill him, Valeria ;*Tis no common death 
W hich-he,ſhall die: I will have noble vengeance, 
The thought delights my ſoul | [Going, 
Valeria. What thought, my brother ? 


| Nay tell me, or you go nat.—Stay at leaſt 


Till you hear more. — fee] Horatia“ s wrongs 

As ſtrong as you. Ea Valerius, 
He's gene. Tho' my heart bleeds 

For my poor dying friend. I muſt purſue him. 

His fatal raſhneſs may diſtreſs her more, 
And bring freſh ſorrows on an aged Sire. 
Oppreſs'd too much e 


[Exit. 


”= 


8 CEN E, 4 Nan ts Horatius“ Hae. 
Vforatia on a Conch, aa# Attendants, 


Horatia Ceaſe, (ceaſe your cruel aid, ye ſhall not Car 
me. 6 - 
My utmoſt wiſh is By and I will have it, 
Enter Horatius and Publius. _ 


Vet let me thank. you. for this little life 
Your art prolongs, 'till I have mace my peace, 


And aſk'd: forgiveneſs here. - 
Hor. My child, my child! ELLE 2's 
105 Wk I Horatia. 
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Heratia. What means this tenderneſs?—1 ee 
to ſee ou 

Inflam'd with rage agaĩoſt a worthleſs wretch, 

Who has diſhonour'd. your illuſtrious race, 

And ſtain'd its brighteſt A 0 pity look N 

Thus kindly on me; 5 

For I have injur'd you. 
Hor. Thou baſt not, gitl; 

I ſaid *twas madneſs ; but he would not hear me. 
Horatia. O wrong bim nor, his act was e A 

J forc'd him to the deed : 

I wasreſolv'd on death, and witneſs heaven, 

I'd not have died by any hand but his : 

For the whole round of fame his worth ſhall floods. 

Thro? future ages. Nothing but this, my father, . 

Could reconcile us ! I forgive him now 

The death of Curiatius; Tis laſt blow 

Has cancell'd that, and he's once more my brother, 
Hor. What haſt thou ſaid? Wer't thou ſo bent on 

death? - 

Was all thy rage diſſembled ) 
Noratia. Alf my father, | 

All but my love 555 falle: what that inſpir” 4 

I utter'd freely, 

But for the reſt, the curſes which I pour'd 

On heay'n defended Rome, were merely lures 

To tempt bis rage, and perfect my deſtruction. 
Hor. O fooliſh nature, how it ſtruggles here 

Again the force of reaſon ! Save me, boy, 

From the dire conflict: when I look this way, 


To i en. 
Tis reaſon's triumph; Jaſtice ſaucti ſies # 1. 
Paternal love, and glory crowns the whole. 
But when I turn to her, I feel my firepgth 
Again relapſe, and ſcarce can bleſs the hand 
Which ſav'd my country. 
Horatia. Then there's nought remains, 
But thus to let out life open again: , 
Theſe bleeding wounds rid you of the clog. 
: Ln go off yr ; | 


8 J 5 Which, 
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The patriot then took place, and he woult-wiſh 

He never had a daughter. My approach $I 
Alarm'd them both; but Publius ſoon reſum'd 
Hlis wonted firmneſs, bade her father go tans 
And mmgle tears wich hers, he would not ſee her, 
Nor dar'd - Hute his conqueſt with hef preſence . 
Haſt thou no heart, the father cried, and book g | 
Unutterable forrow ; at which light J 

He yielded, and obeyed. T left them then 

To ſeek you cut. My brother, you fegard not” 
What I have aid. —You hear me not. 

Val. Valeria, F LEST 
Revenge is buly here. Yeu, thou proud chief, 

In ſpite of all the glories which ſurround thee, 
I yet may cruſh thy pride | 

Valeria. You will not kill him? 

Val. Kill him, Valeria; Tis no common death 
Which hel ſhall die: I will have noble vengeance. 
The thought delights my ſoul ! | [Going. 

Valeria. What thought, my brother ? 

Nay tell me, or you go nat. Stay at leaſt _ 

Till you hear more. — I feel Horatia s Wrongs 

As ſtrong as you. Eat Valetius, 
He's gone, Tho? my heart bleeds 
For my poor dying friend. I muſt purſue him. 

His fatal raſhneſs may diſtreſs her more, r 
And bring freſh ſorrows on an aged Sire. 
Oppreſs'd too much e | 


[ Exit. 


— 


8 CEN E, a Room in Horatius 5 Hoe. | 
foratia on a Couch, ard Attendants. 


Horatia. Ceaſe, ceaſe your cruel ajd, ye ſhall not fare 
me. - 
My utmoſt wiſh is death, and I will have it, 
Enter Horatius and Publius. 

Vet let me thank you for this little life 72 
Your art prolongs, *till [ have made my peace, 
And aſk'd: forgiveneſs here. > 
Hor. My child, my child! e ? 
„ l | Horatia. 
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H.ratia. What means this tenderneſs—I thougbt 
to ſee ou 
Inflam'd with rage again a worthleſs wretch, 
Who has diſhonour'd. your illuſtrious race, 
And ſtain'd its brighteſt * ws pity! look 2 
Thus kindly.on me. . | 
For I have injur'd you. 
Hor. Thou haſt not, giti; 
I ſaid *twas madneſs ; but he would not hear me. 
Horatia. O wrong bim not, his act was noble 15 ice, -- 
I forc'd him to the deed : 
I wasreſoly'd on death, and witneſs heaven, 
I'd not have died by any hand but his Mos 
For the whole round of fame his worth ſhall boat 
Thro? future ages. Nothing but this, my father, 2 
Could reconcile us! I forgive him no- 18 
The death of Curiatins ; this laſt blow 
Has cancell'd that, and he's once more my brother. 
Hor. What haſt thou ſaid? Wer't thou ſo bent on 
5 death) 
Was all thy rage diſſembled? 
Noratia- aif my father, 
All but my love oh falſe: what that inſpir” 4 
I utter'd freely, 
But for the reſt, the curſes which I pour'd 
On heay'n defended Rome, were merely lures © 
To tempt his rage, and perfect my deſtruction. 
Hor. O fooliſh nature, how it ſtruggles here 
Againſt the force of reaſon ! Save me, boy, 
From the dire conflict: when I look this Way, 


I . Jon 
*Tis reaſon's triumph; Juſtice ſanRifies 
Paternal love, and glory crowns the whole, 
But when I turn to her, I feel my ſtrepgth 
Aga relapſe, and ſcarce can bleſs the hand 
ich ſav'd my country. | 
Horatia. Then there's nought remains, FS 
But thus to let out life open again: 2 
Theſe bleeding Wounds ri 475 of the clog. 
| ; [Tearing off bar 8 
A "Wy ; 4 : Which, 
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My father, ſave me from. that dreadful ſcene, 
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Which keeps affection from its proper ſphere, 


And ſhackles coward virtue. — But forgive me 
Pub, My ſiſter, ſtay; I cliarge thee live, Horatia. 


O thou halt planted daggers here !.- _ Nr 


Horatia. My brother !. 
Can you forgive me, too? then I am happy. * 


Enter Valeria. [/z a fright. 


Valeria. O Sir, O my ee thou liveſt, 
And may'ſt recover all. | 
Hor. What mean you, lady ? 
Valeria. All Rome, my bg has ta'en the dicks ms: 
crowds. 
Of citizens enrag'd ale poſting hither 
To call for juſtice on Horatius? head. 
Horatia. O heavens! why numbers of them: 
Bebeld his provocation. . 
Valeria. True, they did; 
But my unhappy brother | 
Her. What of him? wa 
Does he arraign my ſon? 
Valeria. He leads the crowd; | 
And, as he pleaſes, ſways their giddy miods3 * 
—But ſhe ſhall live, and all be well again. q | 
[Turning tenderly towards 1 
Horatia. O no, it cannot de O Sir, —O brother! 
Can ye behold me ncw, and not recall 
Your kind forgiveneſs ? — can ye ?—will ye e cpeak ! 8 
Hut do not curſe me, Sir! 
Pub. My ſiſter ſtay, and you, my father, here we. 
I'Hend this ſtrife, and die ſince they require it. 
Heaven knows how willingly! : 8 | 
But let not ignominy ſtain my wreaths, . "FF 8 
Let me not fall a public. ſpectacle, | 
Dragg'd like a criminal to juſtice, No, 


4. 


Aſſume that generous right the laws allow you, | 
Bags take this forfeit life with honour from me, | 
N bim bis ek, 25 


* 


% 


THE Aud FATHER. 3 


Hor. True, and it ſhall be ſo. Yes, yes, my children, 
Wen die together. 
e (Rifing from the couch.) Oh forbear, farbear ? 
ity to yourſelves, to the dear honour 
our upſpotted names 0 blind old man, 
847 ſt thou 2 up thy ſacrilegious hand 
Againſt the chief, — god that ſav'd thy country? 


14 noiſe rn 
Alas they're here 


Horatia. Would I could live !—it wilt not be— 
Hor. My daughter! © 
Horatia. Regard not me—There, there em ploy, thy 
wer, | 
"Tis my laſt prayer—V aleria, I adjure these I 
By the juſt gods, proclaim him innocent— oh 
They think my father partial O remember, 
Remember, Jon Valeria—brother—father !- (Dis. 
Pub. Thea fate has done its worſt. | 
Where are theſe citizens ? Noi without 
Enter Tullus, Valerius, and Citizens. 
Val. See! fellow citizens, fee where ſhe lies 
The bleeding victim — | 
Tul. Stop, unmanuer'd youth! 4 
Thinkeſt thou we know not where fore we ks bere ? 
| Seeſt thou yon drooping Sire? : 
Hor. (Turning baftiy towards them. Permit them 
Sir. 


What would ye, Romans 7 
Val. We ale come, dread Sir, ' _... 
In the behalf of murdered i innocence, 
Murdered by bim, the man . 
Hor. Whoſe conquering arm $4 
Has ſav'd you all from ruin. O Was Tine * N 
Has Rome no gratitude ? Do ye not bluſh 3 
To think whom your infatiate rage purſues | 3 
Down, down, and worſhip him. 5 
1ſt Citixen. Does he plead for him ? | 
2d Citizen." Does he forgive his dapghter' dean ® 15 
Hor. He does. 
And gloties in it, glories i in the thought LN 


ory 


a, 
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That there's one Roman leſt who dares be rateful. 
If you are wrong'd then what am 17 RA ia 
Be rapght my duty by th' effected tears 
Of firangers to my blood ? Had IL. been wrong'd,. 
I know a abel right, and had not aſk'd. 
This ready wh r to bellow for me, * OTA. 0 
And mouth my wrangs in Name... Sdaphe re egpy 
Val. Citizens, as Aa 109 BOX Se Dex” 
Friends, countrymen, regard not what he 5 
Stop, ſtop your ears, nor hear a fran tic father 
Thus plead againſt his child. 
Hor, He does belie me: 
What child have 1 — Alas, I have but OY 
And him ye would 78 from me. 2, gp 
All Citizzns. Heat him, bear © © | Godt MB 


Pub. Na, let the LR Tonya. 
th, 


To hurt my quiet am Butt beyond 

Thy power to harm me. "Death's s extfemeſt to 

Were hap! ineſs.to what I feel, e . 

My. injqr'd honour bids me live, nay ore, 

It ids me even deſcend" to plead Ld ogy 

But wherefore, waſte I, 90 1 15 eri is not to him | 

But you, my count men, to ou Ont. | 

He 1555 d che mid. 7. * bh df 
Citizens... How, lav'd her! | 1 * ra Si 

Pub. Fondly loved her, | W er, 

And under ſhow of public juſtice fergens-” TER 

A private paſſion, and a mean revenge. 

[Valerius /zems confounded, and goes to 1 gbr. fr 
Think ye I lov'd her not! Digh heav'n's my Wieden 
How tenderly I lov'd her, aud the pangs. ©... 

x. feel this moment, could yo ſee my heart, 4 
Would prove to6 plaiply I am fill ber brother. 
You are all Romans, and what you. decree, . | * 
However hard, is joſt. ee "4 
It Citizens He thall be fared... e I tip, 
Valerius has mifled uus. eg 
All. Save him, fave him? 5 
Hor. I thank you, Hiend g. 
r TTW 


5. 
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Val. What mean ye, wo 1d ye fa | 
A murderer from death? I Pitnott * eld. 7 1 . 
It was go crime tg love her, I will ſpeak, W 
If juſtice moves you, not, yet dread th” eve cent, | 
Fear ye not heay'n ard the avenging gods 575 2377157 
Who gave him up to ſhame, and urg'd him a . 
To ſtain his conqueſts with a ſiſter's blog?) 
Pub. Away, away ? am I the-firſt whoſe arm _ 


Was ſtained with ladred blood ? and Jar thou cu 


In Rome thus idly ?; What's our founder then, 
1f I'm a murderer ? Heaven approv'd the den 
Of Remus, as deliberate as an RIEL 5 | 


"I 
% ot 


Tullus. Enough, enough ! 1 *TE 
Wich reverence ſpeak we of th: © high! nan names 
Which ſtand enroll'd above. All acta o 
Muſt not be deem'd as murders. Tit hs EY 
And not the action, conſtitutes the crime. 


aſt Citizen. We did declare him og but this ye ; 


rius 

Would interrupt our will. 
Tul. If yet a doubt remains, 

Behold that virtuous father, who could boat : 

This very morn a numerous progeny, 

The dear ſupports of his declining age ; 

Then read the ſad reverſe with pityin | 

And tell your conſcious hearts they ef 28 or vou. 
Hor. Im over - paid by that, nor claimT ought 

Oa their accounts; for by high heaven 1 ſwear 

I'd rather fee him added to the heap | 

Then Rome enſlav'd. | 
Tul. Then I pronounce him free, And now Hora: 

tis 

The evening of thy ſtormy day at laſt _ | 

Shall cloſe in peace, Here, take bim to thy breaſt. 
Pub. Sir, father, friends. What have you given me 

Life, and unblemiſh'd honour, — for the laſt | 

My ſoul ſhall bleſs you eyer.—But what power, 

O what kind God ſhall to this tortur d breaſt 

Reſtore its wonted calm? Dear bleeding clay 


Hor. My wy my N 1 TWas a fatal firoke, 
| ; 1 188 
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But ſhall not wound our Ce. This kind embrace 

Shall ſpread a ſweet obli n o'er our ſorrows, 

Or if in after-times, tho” *tis not long | 
That I ſhall trouble you, feme ſad remembrance 
Should ſteal a figh, 224 71 age forget | 
Its reſolution, only bol 4 

Tho ſaved'ſt the ſtate, TT I' intreat forg iveneſs. 
_  Tul. Learn hence, ye Romans, on ow ſure a baſe, 
The patriot builds bis bappineſs ; no ſtroke, * 
No keeneſt, deadlieſt, ha of adverſe fate 
Can make his generous boſom quite deſpair, 
But that alone by which his cou falls. 
Grief may to grief in endlefs round ſuceeed, 
And Nature fuffer when our children bleed: 
Yet (till ſuperior muſt that hero 
Whoſe * beſt ach is his © UNTRY's LOVE. 
_{Excun Ones. 
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